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Preface 
This is the third volume of Corresponding Voices, a collection of poems 
by different poets to be understood individually and in their interac-
tions. It follows our previous volumes, and together they constitute a 
continuous meaningful text, with relatively loosely defined borders, 
where translation and dialogue with other poets occupies a central role. 
Thus, the five collections of poetry in this volume could be read in 
themselves and in correspondence with the other texts without loosing 
their individual differences. "Correspondence" falls short of "identity;" 
it also falls short of "truth," for in poetry there is no essential truth, no 
basic identity. 
The troublesome notion of self be it referred to individuals or cultures, 
still haunts our (Western) consciousness; in an age of identity fever 
Michel Foucault bravely defined self or identity as an ongoing discourse 
of communication among cultures and people. Foucault has chosen sys-
tems of representations, rules of construction, words rather than facts. 
What this basically means is that poetry cannot evoke associations of this 
or that, of the world of what Yuri Lotman called "periphery," that is, of 
the world at the fringe, the world of others, if it isn't first and foremost 
an act of language. 
7 
Culture presupposes what in Lorman is described as the assemblage of 
collective memory. Using that same notion of periphery, culture can be 
viewed as oriented towards precise borders, precise limits, or, as what was 
the predominant experience of the Baroque- and by this I mean 
Shakespeare, Cervantes, Velazquez, among others - an experience which 
finally shifts the center of gravity from the individualized self to the mul-
tiple selves that comprise it ... "The Baroque is the negation of a way of 
conceiving perception (Sonnet 46: mine eye and heart are at mortal war). 
To the demand of a single center and the univocal point of view- the 
frontal vision of the Renaissance- the Baroque responds with the unsta-
ble structure, the deformed perspective, the frame within the frame, all 
of which were celebrated in the cosmogonies of the Eternal Return (there 
is a ring of mountains in Hindu cosmology called World-non World, 
where whatever is not the world, and the world, eventually meet).* 
Yet, be it Shakespeare's Sonnets or Neruda's Residencia en la tierra, poet-
ry finds its true voice by an act of contagion, fecundation by otherness -
infection according to Rimbaud- that forces and forges meaning in all 
what it touches. It is consecration of the high and the low, of what is 
vivid and derisive, the obscure and the luminous- all which tradition or 
costumes separates in poetry finds its own right, it's own light. And this 
by the simple act of coexisting in the white page. 
* Pedro Cuperman, American Baroque, The Holly Solomon Gallery, 
New York December 1988. 
8 
PAIZ AHMED PAIZ 
Tranlation from Urdu 
Raza Ali Hasan 
Christopher Kennedy 
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Faiz Ahmed Faiz 
Tyranny 
This is the festival of despair. 
Let's commemorate these genocides. 
I have populated Adam's city. 
I have freed you from night and day. 
What do you want from the break of dawn? 
What do you want from the bed of dreams? 
I have gouged out eyes. 
I have strangled the necks of dreams. 
11 
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You Should Get on with Your Business 
Why mention that day now 
when the heart will smash into pieces 
and sorrow will be erased. 
What was mined will be lost 
what was never unearthed will be found. 
This is like the first day, 
like the first day of desire, 
which I longed for and was afraid of. 
That day came around many times. 
A hundred times made and unmade. 
A hundred times stolen and strewn. 
ANA MARfA FUSTER LAVfN 
Transalation from Spanish 
Pedro Cuperman 
Libertad Garzon 
13 
Scorpio of Sweet Poisons 
Scorpio of sweet poison 
thirsty salty salt 
of blackened black tongue 
night and seaquake 
trapeze and curve 
pain, penal 
penis penetrates 
tra tra, la, la, ah. 
Scorpio's sweet poison 
satin under god's dust 
rose rosy rose 
moan penetrated 
obscure cave of soul 
soulless 
of perverse verse 
of vulva and sting 
spittle and moons 
and the tide comes in 
bubbles b(a)bble 
ba, bla ah ah ah. 
Ana Maria Fuster Lav{n 
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Escorpio de dulces venenos 
Escorpio duke veneno 
sed salada sal 
de lengua negra negrera 
noche y maremoto 
trapecio y curva 
pena, penal 
pene penetra 
tra tra ra ra a. 
Veneno duke de Escorpio 
satin bajo el polvo de dios 
rosa rosado rosa 
penetrado un gemido 
cueva oscura del alma 
desalmada 
de verso perverso 
de vulva y aquijon 
baba y lunas 
y sube la marea 
espuma (es) puma 
puma a a a a. 
Ana Marfa Fuster Lavin 
Capricorn and the four shadows 
I. 
Four shadows for one bed: 
the first visitor unfolds the lushness, 
listens to her moans in the damp; 
hunger prophesizes the lips of blood 
blood reveals skin buffet and the feet 
lips bite the apple 
silence. 
II. 
669 calories: 
the oven burns, as well as the appetite, 
a Capricorn cake for the second shadow 
that devours the cream, cherry and the filling 
decalorizes the furrow; the confectioner meanders, 
the hot button, the served table; 
going up going down, goes yes and licks its lips; 
they devour, digest, 
they hug satisfied. 
17 
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III. 
The third shadow grazes its he from her she; 
it forms, transforms, finds its own; 
opens the door, takes off the books; 
its kama, the sutra, the dolphin, 
missionary, adoration, lotus flower, 
the flying mermaid, 
now man woman 
they smile, they fall asleep. 
IV. 
A bed of fire sighs their names: 
the shadow capricorns their moons 
the apple, the cake, the book of loves, 
she and her he are them of naked bodies, 
of resurrected skin and desires on end; 
it is time, the calendar has forked 
the heart beats and whispers tides 
ssssssssss aaaaaaaaaaaaa ... 
Ana Maria Fuster Lavfn 
Capricornio y las cuatro sombras 
I. 
Cuatro sombras para una cama: 
El primer visitante desviste la espesura, 
escucha sus gemidos en la humedad; 
el hambre profetiza los labios de sangre 
la sangre revela un buffet de piel a los pies 
los labios muerden la manzana 
silencio. 
II. 
669 calodas: 
el homo quema, asi como el apetito, 
un bizcocho capricornio para la segunda sombra 
que devora la crema, cereza y el relleno 
descaloriza el surco; serpentea el repostero, 
el boton caliente, la mesa servida; 
que sube, que baja, que si y se relame; 
se devoran, digestan, 
se abrazan satisfechos ... 
19 
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III. 
La cercera sombra pasta su el de la ella; 
se forma, cransforma, encuencra la suya; 
abre la puerta, se desvisce de libros; 
su kama, la sucra, el delfin, 
misionero, adoraci6n, flor de loco, 
la sirena voladora, 
ahora hombre mujer, 
sonden, se duermen. 
IV. 
Una cama de fuego suspira sus nombres: 
la sombra capricornio sus lunas 
la manzana, el bizcocho, el libro de amores, 
ella y su el son ellos de cuerpos desnudos, 
de piel resurrecca y deseos en punta; 
es hora, el calendario se ha bifurcado 
el coraz6n lace y susurra mareas 
ssssssssss aaaaaaaaaaaaa ... 
Ode to Libra and the Sea 
Libra and the tongue 
balance the skirt 
in autumn dressed 
and drops off a pain. 
The penal code 
penalizes his penis with no pain, 
dressed like a man 
draws the dagger. 
The chair, the table, 
the body and the bed, 
she powders desire 
they unfold the eyes 
and points at the flower. 
The lady and the bosom, 
the man and the lighthouse, 
sibiling sementing, 
penetrate and pant, 
horizon and pathway, 
climate and skin. 
The balance ends; 
they leak their leaps, 
sandalwood, saline; 
the ocean opens up, 
they both roll in. 
Ana Maria Fuster Lavin 
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Oda para libra y el mar 
Libra y la lengua 
balanza la falda 
se viste de otofio 
y se saca una pena. 
El c6dice penal 
penaliza su pene sin pena, 
se viste de hombre 
desenfunda el pufial. 
La silla, la mesa, 
el cuerpo y la cama, 
se empolva el deseo 
se sacan la venda 
y senala la flor. 
La dama y el seno, 
el hombre y el faro, 
sibilan, sementan, 
penetran y gimen, 
horizonte y camino, 
el clima y la piel. 
El balance termina; 
se lamen relamen, 
sandalo, salitre; 
se abre el oceano, 
se sumergen los dos. 
Ana Marfa Fuster Lavin 
Autumn Skills 
It so happens that sometimes the mirror doesn't lie, 
that wrinkles recall October; 
when folds come down like leaves 
and rainstorms are silences damped by premonitions. 
The Patriarch too made it to his Autumn 
a witch sheltered him in old age, 
sketched upon the death of another hero 
perhaps Buendia, Ojeda, Albizu, 
or someone anonymous and poor. 
All of us can be as well as not be, 
or just pretend that we never were: 
a he aspired to be president, aspired and expired; 
a she just wished to be free, undress, possess herself; 
finally one pretends what is only there. 
It so happens that my fingers slip wrinkles after the footsteps, 
and recall suicide, 
as well as the collateral damages of love, of madness and death 
for my job consists in "putting souls on fire and watch them extinguish". 
23 
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Oficios del otofio 
Sucede que algunas veces el espejo no miente, 
que las arrugas recuerdan ocrubre; 
cuando se caen los pliegues como las hojas 
y las lluvias son silencios humedos de presagios. 
El Patriarca tambien lleg6 a su Otofio 
una bruja lo asil6 en su vejez, 
previo a la muerte encadenada de otro heroe 
quizas Buendia, Ojeda, Albizu, 
o tal vez uno an6nimo y pobre. 
Todos podemos ser como no ser, 
como pretender que nunca fuimos: 
un el aspir6 a ser presidente, aspir6 y expir6; 
una ella tan solo dese6 ser libre, desnudarse y poseerse; 
finalmente se pretende lo que se puede. 
Sucede que mis dedos resbalan arrugas al final de las pisadas, 
y recuerdan el suicidio, 
asi como los dafios colaterales del amor, de la locura y la muerte 
pues mi oficio consiste en "encender almas y verlas extinguirse". 
Ana Marfa Fuster Lavin 
Tuesday 
To Mairym Cruz Bernal 
To your Tuesdays 
You refused to die another Tuesday; 
the letters of your name give away tears 
and silence pronounces the word love, 
also melancholy ... 
And why die? 
Other lips can build that mosaic for desire, 
or a room for the forgotten calendars, 
and I can help you turn the page, 
the poem is a landscape in our hands' company. 
You are not alone, 
you are the scent of the moon, 
and I, of the sand. 
I am your shadow even between shared sheets 
or even in a Saturday morning breakfast 
when the house dances between your hairs 
And you decide that you will not die 
that next Tuesday will be wednesdayed 
you will have the ring of the night 
maybe, solitude will no longer enter your name 
there are no tears, 
dress them up as footsteps, 
now, I can sleep, 
you wake up 
silence is revealed .... 
25 
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Martes 
Te negaste a morir otro manes; 
a Mairym Cruz Bernal 
por tus martes 
las letras de tu nombre delatan lagrimas 
y el silencio pronuncia la palabra amor, 
tambien melancolfa ... 
Y por que morir? 
Otros labios pueden construir ese mosaico para el deseo, 
o un cuarto para los calendarios olvidados, 
y puedo ayudane a pasar la pagina, 
el poema es un paisaje en compania de nuestras manos. 
No estas sola, 
eres el olor de la luna 
y yo, de la arena. 
Soy tu sombra aun entre sabanas companidas 
o hasta en un desayuno sabado en la mafiana 
cuando la casa danza en tus cabellos 
y decides que no moriras 
que el pr6ximo manes sera miercoleado 
tendras el anillo de la noche 
tal vez, la soledad ya no entrara en tu nombre 
no hay lagrimas, 
disfrazalas de pisadas, 
ahora, puedo dormir, 
tu despienas 
el silencio se revela ... 
Bottle 4 
We uncork another book, 
of lost dreams 
of wings' duels 
and we overcome the fear to fly. 
Death swings ties and high heel shoes 
Ana Marfa Fuster Lavin 
and the night is reinvented in its moon voice. 
Finally it is sunrise, 
the captive digs up his verses, 
there are no deaths after the last death. 
Another secret is revealed: 
"the secret life of words" 
hides behind silences. 
27 
28 
Rotella 4 
Descorchamos otro libro, 
de suefios perdidos 
de duelos de alas 
y perdemos el miedo a volar. 
La muerte columpia corbatas y zapatos de tac6n 
y la noche y la noche se reinventa su voz de luna. 
Finalmente amanece, 
el cautivo desentierra sus versos, 
no hay muertes despues de la ultima muerte. 
Se revela otro secreto: 
"vida secreta de las palabras" 
se esconde tras los silencios. 
Ana Maria Fuster Lav{n 
Bottle 27 
Scars are a map of dormant stories, if you wake them up, the word bleeds 
recycled pains. 
Pilgrim dreams, although my body may rest in the shade of another 
hope. 
How to release so many deaths if a prison has no eyes? This time I 
decided to release lives ... 
A ball of wool begins to loosen, tying, untying, marking the end of the 
labyrinth. There light begins to rise and there are no fears, one caress is 
enough and the heart undresses. 
29 
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Botella 27 
Las cicatrices son un mapa de historias dormidas, si las despiertas, la 
palabra sangra dolores reciclados. 
Peregrino suefi.os, aunque mi cuerpo repose a la sombra de otra 
esperanza. 
Como liberar tantas muertes si la prision no tiene ojos? Esta vez 
decidf liberar vidas ... 
Un ovillo comienza a soltarse, atando, desatando, marcando el final 
del laberinto. Alli la luz comienza a nacer, no hay miedos, basta una 
caricia y el corazon se desnuda. 
CHRISTOPHER KENNEDY 
31 
Christopher Kennedy 
Congruence 
I hate to throw away fruit, so I stood in my yard with a bruised pear 
raised above my head, hoping to learn something about the human 
condition. A halo of bees, black and yellow striped, hovered, lazy in 
the late summer heat, in stasis, then orbited above the pear's 
irresistible lure. 
Unable to pull free of the spoiled fruit's gravity, drawn to the slow 
decay, they swarmed and landed in a clump on a spot of deep 
brown, nearing black, where they drank, then flew back to their 
nest, drunk with sweetness, slaked but not sated. 
I went back to the house to spread myself with honey and enter my 
data in a blue notebook. There was still time for me to learn the 
influence of desire. 
33 
Dead Horse 
It had been dead for years. The others beat it as if it would jump to its 
feet and ride off. I saddled it sideways and slid on. There was nowhere 
to go, and I had the perfect means. The others kept pounding their fists 
against the rotten hide, expecting an unlikely response. They managed the 
illusion of a galloping hoof, but only for a moment. They looked at me as 
if I could tell them what to do next. I set my gaze on the horizon and 
rode hard in ways too difficult to explain. 
34 
Christopher Kennedy 
Dressed for Church 
When you get far enough away to see where you've been, it's always 
smaller, your father is there, swimming in a small pond, like a sunfish 
you caught in the St. Lawrence Seaway when you were seven. And it's 
not like you can circle around and come up on it from the back, 
see it again, large as life. It recedes as you walk, compressing into a 
pinprick of light. And then your mother stands next to the clothesline 
with the wicker laundry basket in her hands, all your father's white 
shirts, hanging like ghosts from the lines. And then she's gone. The 
shirts flap in the wind a little, and you think of wounded soldiers 
begging mercy in the snow and turn and walk a little farther, 
fascinated by the unlikely sheen of your new shoes. 
35 
Loveliest of Zombies 
I have plans, archetypes, blue prints, 
·crapezoidal structures, dug from the ruins 
of my last love affair. Or rather, the last time 
I touched flesh it withered, rotted, turned 
sundry shades of yellow and blue. 
There's something beautifully unnatural about you, 
too, a corpse-like pall chat suggests indoor fluorescence, 
a "B" Movie sheen chat screams out to me 
from the red gash of your lips. You're stitched eight, 
an assemblage of Old World parts that evokes 
an ominous castle in a storm. Given all chis, 
can I expect a quick reply? Is it mutual like rain 
agreeing to be rain? I hope not. I'm dressed 
too old for the weather. I love you as if you were dead. 
36 
Christopher Kennedy 
Plato's Bar and Grill 
Clock of fake ivory, radio music, mostly static 
and bass, the clink of glass on glass. Here 
all arguments speak of Archimedes, and I wonder 
about a body's weight imbued with fluids, if it displaces 
more of the air around it or if it sinks deeper into itself. 
I look out toward the tables' flat horizons, wanting to know 
if the world ends there, while patrons sit and wait 
for night to extinguish, their heads canted slightly down, 
like a chorus of true and melancholy Greeks. 
One by one each raises a finger toward a harried waitress, 
who nods a quick acknowledgment. I leave them 
where they sit, hopeful the next round brings clarity, 
and turn my attention to the flicker of beer lights from behind 
the bar, as on the wall drunken silhouettes begin to dance. 
37 
Rasputin's Folly 
At night, when it's snowing, horses clomp down an alleyway, pulling 
a carriage crammed with exiled dignitaries. I walk to the window to 
see if God is dead. If he is, he's turning in his grave, which begs the 
question, Can God dig a grave big enough for him to fit? I try to 
remember The Alamo, but I'm afraid of history. Those who are about 
to die need more than my salute. Mad Monk, were you sent by God 
to heal Aleksandra's son? More likely you were a source of unreliable 
information, yet somehow I still find your beard intriguing. That 
doesn't mean I've given up on America. I'm a sucker for red, white, 
and blue. And I've got stars in my eyes, an eagle in my heart. But it 
did end badly, didn't it? The peasants, all jacked up on philosophy, 
ready to trade one form of oppression for another. And those novels, 
some of them over a thousand pages! I'm tired just thinking about 
war. Who has time for peace? You were considered a wolf in sheep's 
clothing. What can you tell me about the wolves dressed as wolves? 
Undress them and nothing changes. And is there some way to explain 
to the lambs that innocent blood won't sanctify? Rasputin, my friend, 
I'd hide them away, but they're all fighting for their place in line for 
the slaughter. 
38 
Christopher Kennedy 
Sense 
Waiter, where is the fly I ordered 
for my soup? Oh, snug 
at the bottom of the bowl, 
his bloated body eschewing wings. 
I see. There's a sense to that 
I understand, a fatal dissonance 
that I admire. His choice conveys 
a certain dignity, a monk-like way 
of seeing beyond the world of flesh 
that I can't help but envy. 
When you spoon his Buddha-body out, 
lifeless but serene, tell him 
I salute his difficult decision to drown, 
despite my own desire to swim. 
39 
Steam 
Today I had the sense of myself as a cloud of steam, floating amorphously 
above a smokestack. The air around me was bitter cold, so I kept my 
shape longer than normal. I amazed myself with the notion of conscious-
ness. I could see a city in the distance. I envied the intractable tall, red 
buildings. I wondered about the small figures streaming along the side-
walks and in and out of buildings. I noticed other clouds of steam in the 
sky, shape-shifting as if they knew to be something else. I began to distill 
into the gradually warming air and lost my sense of self and of the world 
around me. I resumed my human shape and looked out the window. 
Another, smaller cloud emerged from the smokestack. I marveled at the 
great expanse of blue surrounding it and watched as it swirled into the 
shape of something about to be lost. 
40 
TONIA LEON 
41 
Tonia Leon 
Shema 
For Jose Emilio Pacheco: 
the child who dared to hear 
the poet who dared to write 
Hay que darse valor para hacer esto: 
escribir cuando rondan las paredes 
acidos perms del furor, guardianes 
de un orden que estallo 
y en sus pedazos 
suefia la lepra envenenar la tierra. 
Hay que darse valor para hacer esto. 
No se puede callar, ir al silencio 
Y es tan profundamente inutil hacer esto. 
Y es doloroso hablar. 
Mas doloroso, 
mas diffcil aun, 
callarse a ciem po. 
Antes que los gusanos, los instances, 
abran la boca muda de una letra 
y le coman su espfritu. 
Jose Emilio Pacheco, El Reposa del Fuego, 
(Mexico: Fondo de Cultura Economica, 1966) 67-68 
43 
I. Bridge to Nowhere 
On a bridge, a small bridge somewhere, there is a man with 
his mouth open in an almost oval forming a scream which like your 
worst nightmare can't be heard, because: 
1. It is silent 
2. It is not loud enough 
3. No one is around 
4. Everyone is deaf 
5. It is a scream in another language 
6. Anyone present is behind a computer screen, engaged in writing 
a program which can analyze holocaust literature, and the writer 
is at the thirteenth hour because the deadline for the grant proposal 
was this morning. 
7. We are standing behind window shades 
8. We are engaged in reading our newspapers to be abreast of what is 
happening in the world. 
9. It's none of my business. 
10. That's not my profession 
11. The screamer is probably an escapee from an insane asylum 
12. I have a plane to catch to a conference in Providence, R.I. 
13. He's probably a Nazi 
14. He's an illegal alien 
15. He's a dirty Jew 
16. I know that guy he lives next door, always been a pain in the ass. 
17. I have a sore throat and if I go out, the night air will make it worse. 
18. It's a shame, but I just don't feel up to it right now. 
19. Do you have any idea of what happens when you get involved with 
those kind of things? 
44 
Tonia Leon 
20. What guy? What bridge? I don't know what you're talking 
about. 
21. I can't hear a thing. 
22. I began to go out, but then I couldn't find my other shoe. 
23. I'm afraid 
II. Screams 
Solitary scream 
solitary screams. 
Now, dissonant choir of formless horror. 
Sanitized screams 
processed and frozen into ink, letters, words, 
critiques and commentaries. 
But open THAT book to any page(if you dare), 
pry open the doors of any cattlecar, 
compressed onto pages, thrown into ditches, 
unformed words smothered in pits 
the Earth 
no tombstones, graves) 
those muted screams tumble out but fail to fly 
screams which won't be silenced 
herd them back; push them back. 
But you can't; 
They are ringing in your ears, deafening all other sounds. 
Oh, where's that wonderful key? 
The one which deletes all words/sounds from consciousness? 
Try ES Cape ( upper left) 
45 
Muted screams still tremble through time, 
screams so rackingly loud 
that (almost) no one could hear them. 
Exception: In 1944- a five-year old on a bus 
somewhere in Mexico City heard and began to cry. 
Eons for starlight to travel to our planet, 
only decades for those sounds, those screams to reach our ears. 
A scream pressed into a book. 
A scream resuscitated by those words, 
like chufio, the freeze-dried potatoes of the frigid Andes 
Now reconstituted by writer and reader. 
"Goddam, Pacheco, why do you come back to us with these bloody old tales? " 
"Why?" 
"We Mexican, Maya-Quiche, TzolTzil, Huicholes, Zoque, we mestizos 
beloved children of ancient peoples. 
We the beloved sons and daughters of ancient peoples carry the precious thoug 
bloodied memories of our past, 
We remember. We remember, we don't forget. We won't forget." 
III. How to Respond? 
How to respond to a scream 
which ceaselessly escapes 
from that book? 
From the near abyss of recent history, 
How to respond? 
It drips onto the day, a reopened wound. 
It won't go way. 
46 
It's an epidemic, a pandemic. 
Now I hear it dripping off the pages of the La Jornada 
January 1998, screams from the south, from the hills. 
Is it Lhasa or Las Casas? 
Or Putamayo in the Colombian Amazon? 
Round-up, Monsanto, Glyphosate -
unwelcome visitor, the grandchild of Nazi science, 
once exterminator of Jews, gypsies, gays, and other deviants, 
continues its lethal legacy 
Tonia Leon 
efficienrly(or not so efficiently) exterminating coca plants, fields, children, 
women, simple farmers, villages, peoples, ancient heritages 
herbicide/ pesticide/homicide/ genocide 
The dying earth bleeds, gushes forth 
black sticky blood. 
The moans mingle. 
How to respond? 
A choir of corporate voices makes comforting sounds. 
IV. Communication Problem 
No problem in the emission, nor in the communication 
The message is clear and horrifying 
IT IS NOT ENCODED IN ANOTHER LANGUAGE 
There's no problem in deciphering it 
The problem resides in the receptor 
Who doesn't want to receive the message 
Who refuses to receive the message. 
1. Close the book. 
2. Close your eyes. 
3. Throw the book away or return it to the library. 
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4. Rationalize: 
It was a long time ago, 
It's a work of fiction, 
Historical fiction. 
Those times are over. 
This text requires analysis 
but my mind refuses to sit, to calculate, 
to count, to analyze 
while that screaming keeps on drumming in 
my ears, my bloodstream, memory 
and this has been going on for years. 
This is a text which requires analysis 
(Nazi scientists were prototypes of rational, logical, analytical 
I search in vain for that citation of Octavio Paz: 
In the twentieth century we learned to murder coldly, 
scientifically. Reason and intellect have united, collaborated 
to produce an efficient termination of extraneous (i.e. unwanted) life. 
V. How Could You Be Such a Naive Reader? 
You are a naive reader caught up in the manipulations of a text. 
Frightfully, the images appear: 
creations of a masterful writer's imagination 
Is that so? 
Invention or echoes of history's machinations? 
Come on, didn't its author sit down to write a best seller? 
To demonstrate his skills at creating new perplexing 
forms for the reader to decipher? 
Quite a literary feat the "nueva novella entendible of the 
incomprehensible? 
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My dear accomplished scholar, 
I'm sorry to tell you this, 
but you've been caught up in the nets 
of a brilliant, prizewinning writer. 
VI. To Be Or Not To Be An Axolotl 
The ever open-eyed axolotl 
Refuse to close their eyes 
Refusing to hide in words or history. 
Do you remember those "pequefios rostros rosados aztecas" 
those 
small, coral-colored Aztec faces of the mudpuppies that Cortazar 
saw in the Paris aquarium? 
Los axolotl eran como testigos de algo y como horribles juices? 
(425) 
The mudpuppies were like witnesses of something and like terri-
fying judges. 
"Los ojos de oro seguian ardiendo con su duke, terrible luz: 
seguian mirandome." (244) 
Their eyes of gold kept on burning with a sweet terrible light: 
they kept on looking at me." 
"Acaso los ojos veian en plena noche, y el dia continuaba para 
ellos indefinidamente." 
Perhaps the eyes could see in the middle of the night, and the 
day continued eternally for them. 
But worst of all: 
LOS OJOS DEL AXOLOTL NO TIENEN PARPADOS. 
Could melatonin work if we had no eyelids? 
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VII. The Relutant Witness 
Reluctantly I come in contact with this text; 
it sears my skin, my eyelids, my glands; 
it's a cancer of the consciousness 
which I could do without; 
I have my own problems, real life problems 
we all have our problems. 
This text can't be read in the usual manner; 
it insidiously enters the bloodstream 
like radioactivity of the consciousness, 
like platelets which have 
become a thousand eyes, 
each eye a light, each light a letter 
of the Talmudic script. 
G-d has been here(or at least tried) 
This consciousness 
like the smell of vinegar 
penetrates all places, all spaces 
stinging the eyes 
offending the nose. 
You, you at your desk, 
you there in your lab, 
or at your computer screen 
analyzing, analyzing. 
you think you have some control of something 
because you have the chemical formula 
and its name 
Pridefully you've named it, 
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or better still numbered it. 
After you've finished analyzing this vinegar 
What then? it still stinks. 
VIII. Venetian Blinds and Newspapers 
This document is calling for action, 
but what action since this isn't "Back to the Future"? 
(Now there are cries from the mountains, not the Alps, 
not the Polish mountains, murmurs here from the South) 
What action beyond the movement of a heavyhearted pen? 
Open the shades, 
Open to the shadows 
Look beyond the newspapers 
beyond the shades and newspapers, 
Venetian blinds. 
Persian blinds. 
Austrian blinds. 
Mexican blinds. 
Colombian blinds. 
Celluloid blinds. 
Bamboo blinds. 
Wooden blinds. 
Now the forests have been cut down 
They can't blind us any more. 
Nor hide THEM 
but where will the birds and jaguars sleep? 
Blinds made of words, 
and images, 
as well as silences. 
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They' re all around us-
windows which blind us 
with painted scenes across their screens 
called nightly news. 
Is homo sapiens a camel? 
Do we have films on our eyes? 
(or just in front of our eyes) 
If not blinds, words to hide behind. 
Or silences, unwritten news. 
You will die: 
This is the imam's call to prayer 6x a day 
The novice monk sits and contemplates the corpses, 
Fresh corpses, old corpses in Llasa or is it Las Casas? 
You have to forgive me, 
I get confused about these far-off places. 
Mountaintowns 
Terrorized by history. 
Calling us to awakening, to pain. 
Modern civilization: 
The classification of pain & suffering 
The organization of p and s 
The rationalization of pain & suffering 
The analysis of pain & suffering 
Painkillers- killers of pain- killlers- pain 
IX. Whose Suffering? Who's Suffering? 
Others' pain and suffering 
Other in death is fragmented 
little fragment, slivers of your bones 
stab our being 
whose leg, whose neck in the pits? 
No identifying marks like capped teeth 
Or rings, 
We know where they went. 
He's looking out the shutters 
But his sight is limited 
How much can you see through a chink of the blinds. 
Or is she blinded by fear, shivering, locked in. 
Is it fear of becoming the Other? 
The victim, the prey? 
No definitely not remorse 
just fear of a shift in the players. 
X. Meta-analysis 
Calm down: 
This is just another literary analysis not a political poem. 
Why wrestling so with this Mexican novel? 
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The slippery words, slimy thoughts, unthinkable referents defy words. 
It is a theoretical framework a frame for the unframable, 
the unthinkable? That which cannot be thought of because it is not 
comprehensible. 
Not so: there is psychoanalysis of the irrational part of our 
psyche/there is analysis of the common cold, if not of cancer 
and AIDS. Why do you in your arrogant ignorance believe this book 
is beyond analysis? Have you looked at literary approaches 
to the analysis of holocaust literature? 
To classify always represents a compromise with reality. 
What happens cannot be faithfully depicted in words. 
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The unmentionable, ineffable cannot be described in words . 
"Words are garbage," a Buddhist teacher once proclaimed. 
Humankind mistakes the finger pointing to the moon for the moon. 
Here there is only darkness. The moon, even the moon can't bear viewing 
this human desecration/creation/organization/ quintessence 
of rational thought motored totally by the shadows of ego. 
But theory is a way to help us understand. To refuse to work in a 
theoretical framework is a sign of ignorance or intellectual indolence. 
XI. Writer or Transcriber 
"All right then, listen to me," Mordecai said after a bit more 
reflection. "Open both ears; If a man suffers all alone, it is clear his suf-
fering remains within him. Right?" 
"Right," Ernie said. 
"But if another looks at him and says to him, 'You're in trouble, my 
Jewish Brother,' what happens then?" 
The blanket stirred and revealed the sharp point of Ernie Levy's 
nose. "I understand that too," he said politely. "He takes the 
suffering of his friend into his own eyes." 
Mordecai sighed, smiled, sighed again. "And if he's blind, 
Do you think that he can take it in?" 
"Of course, through his ears." 
"And if he is deaf?'' 
"Then through his hands," Ernie said gravely. 
"And if the other is far away, if he can neither hear him 
nor see him and not even touch him-do you believe then 
that he can take in his pain?" 
"Maybe he could guess at it," Ernie said with a cautious 
expression. 
Mordecai went into ecstasies. "You've said it, my love-
That is exactly what the Just Man does" He senses all the evil 
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rampant on earth, and takes it into his heart"' 
A finger against the corner of his mouth, Ernie followed 
the course of a thought. He exhaled sadly, But what good does it do 
to sense it if nothing is changed?" 
"It changes for God, don't you see?" 
And as the child frowned skeptically, Mordecai suddenly 
became terribly pensive. "That which is far off, he murmured 
as if to himself, "that which is profound, profound, who can reach it?" 
Andre Schwarz-Bart The Last of the just, p.174 trans. from the French 
by Stephen Becker New York: Atheneum, 1961 
Epilogue 
A nombre de que puedo condenar a muerte 
a otros por lo que son o piensan? 
Pero como dejar impunes 
La tortura o el genocidio o el matar de hambre? 
No quiero nada para mi, 
solo anhelo 
Lo posible imposible: 
un mundo sin vktimas. 
Jose Emilio Pacheco, "Fin de Siglo" in, Fin de siglo y otros poemas, 
Mexico, D.F : Secretarfa de Educaci6n Publica, Cultura SEP : Fondo 
de Cultura Econ6mica, 1984 
1995-2005 
55 
ZEESHAN SAHIL 
57 
Zeeshan Sahil 
Love 
That girl I love who doesn't want 
to read a poem begins a story--
A story so dark that no one can walk in it. 
Love, which is usually found in such stories, 
is absent. 
Side by side, she walks with her favorite character. 
But before she can reach the door 
she stumbles. 
She grasps the walls, 
trying to stand up, and injures her fingers. 
She cries when she finds 
her beautiful nails are broken. 
The story is still so dark 
that no one can see her tears. 
This girl is not the girl who began the story. 
The girl who began the story is not the girl. 
To get the story going 
she stumbles through the poem she had not read. 
Step by step she gets to the end of her story. 
She stays in the dark and goes far. 
She moves through the dark and leaves love in the shadow 
in order to finish her story. 
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Malika/Queen 
After she retires, 
Malika will design canvass shoes 
and gowns for poor women 
on her computer, 
or perhaps 
open a school 
and never charge the whole fee 
from children 
who have been through 
the burning drum. 
Malika will sell all her houses, cars, 
and pointy brooch at half price. 
Malika will breed rabbits 
and clap with joy 
to see their eyes sparkle at night. 
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